our guns. This is a difficult opera with all the props. Some-
thing might happen if I let you off. She'll be better, don't
worn*------"

Joe gave a bitter little laugh. "Don't worry?" he said,
"You have no children, I take it.*'

"No," Dr. Mayer answered. "But I had a little
brother. He got killed on the street, in Berlin, on November
the tenth, 1938. , . ."

The performace was well under way by now. The boys'
chorus had gone fiat as expected, but otherwise everything
went smoothly. Carmen had sung her Habanera, about
Love that was a Wild Bird, and been thanked by an
exuberant burst of applause. She had flirted with Don Jose,
the young soldier, had thrown her flower at him and run off
into the cigarette factory, or rather, she had missed it because,
as a result of Dr. Mayer's queer ideas, it happened to be
on the wrong side of the stage.

Bhakaroff had arrived backstage just in time to make a
Russian cross over Sybil, slightly touching her forehead,
heart and shoulders, before she went on for her next cue.
With monocle fixed in his left eye, he remained in the wings
to listen to her. Her voice had a clear and silvery quality,
a keen tang like a bubbling mountain brook. Sybil's voice
was young, that was it, Sybil was young. Standing in the
wings, where he had only a dim view of the stage, Bhakaroff
listend to this young and unspoilt voice with a burning, and
yet delightful, envy. Dear, lovely voice of youth, soaring
up so easily, so effortless, so untouched yet by life* Oh,
keen voice of youth not to know fear, fatigue, distrust and
the slow, painful process of gradual dissolution day by
day.... Bhakaroff took the monocle from his eye and angrily
rubbed his lids. He would have liked to watch Sybil, and he
blinked several times to dear his sight. But all he saw were
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